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Paradise Lost 


Author's Notes: 
Happy Halloween, guys! Hope this little weird and dark humor story is going to make you smile. 


Axl still couldn't believe it. 

Izzy was back in the band. 

He was back 

Un-fucking-believable to the trillionth power. 

Axl had the biggest smile plastered on his face. He was trying to contain his enthusiasm, but it was difficult. 
"Still can't believe it," he ended up saying. 


lzzy snorted. 


"Me neither." 


It was almost 7 pm. Both men were standing in front of the elevator, ready to leave. The meeting with the 
lawyers to go over the contract for Izzy's return in the band had been brief. Izzy's and Axl's lawyers had 
been exchanging wording drafts back and forth for the last few months. The meeting that had just taken place 
had only been the final read-through of the version approved by both sides already. Both men had signed the 


papers and shaken hands. 


At first, it had sounded strange that Izzy would involve lawyers for the discussion of his come- back. Axl 
recalled he hated lawyers, almost as much as he hated journalists. But eventually, Axl hadn't been too picky 
and gone with it. 


Izzy had reached out. He had called him out of the blue. A week later they had met. The first meeting had 
been for catching up mainly. Then a few other encounters had happened, at Izzy or Axl's house. That's when 


the guys had really talked and decided to put aside their differences from the past. 

It was late October already and no more touring in sight for the band in the year. The holidays were coming 
and things would stay below the radar for now but Axl had already planned time to sit together with his old 
best friend after the New Year. All they needed was a piano and a guitar and find back the magic of thirty 
years ago. It might have sounded overly simplistic and frankly dauting to some people. However, Axl's mind and 
heart were more than ready for the task and he was looking forward to this creative time with Izzy. 

The elevator arrived. The little tingling sound it made as its doors opened snapped Axl out of his musing. Izzy 
gestured for Axl to get in first and he followed. Axl pushed on the -I button to get to the parking level where 
they had two cars waiting for them. 


"What's amazing is that it's not leaked online or in the press," Izzy said as he leaned against the back panel and 


watched the elevator doors closed. 


"That too. We've been pretty careful but yeah.. | think at this point, nobody expects this to happen anymore, 
so that helped." 


Izzy nodded and chuckled. 
"People probably don't remember me." 


"Yeah, right, you wish," Axl started laughing. "You're gonna be under so much media attention and pressure... 


You know that, don't you?" 
Izzy got his pack of cigarettes out of his jacket pocket and took one out. He offered but Axl declined. 


"| know what am doing, don't worry for me." 


"Ok. Just saying... Is more vicious than thirty years ago when you left. Internet is a fucking monster." 
Izzy gave Axl a side glance. He lit up his cigarette. 

"I'll be fine" 

Axl shook his head. Izzy was older, but he still was the cool motherfucker he remembered. 

"So anyway... What are your plans for the weekend?" 

Izzy looked up at nothing in particular before answering. 

"Might go away for a few days. Think about what's next and get ready, you know?" 


"Yeah. Totally get it. Let me know when you are back and available. We'll get Duff and Slash to come over and 
sit together just the four of us." 


"There are a few more people in the band" 


"Yeah, but.. That's the point. Breaking the news to Slash and Duff is going to be easy. | wanna figure out how 
to tell Richard, and then the others." 


Izzy exhaled a long wisp of smoke. 
"Fair point. You know them. You call the shots." 
Axl crossed his arms. That was a side of Izzy he didn't know. Or maybe he did but he had forgotten about. He 


mainly remembered the younger messed up and strung-out Izzy, or the sober but bitter Izzy of the last year 


before he left the band. 


This version of the guitarist seemed way more level-headed and collected, mature and ready to make things 


work now that he had put his mind to it. 


They remained quiet for a bit. Axl was thankful for the moment of silence. No shitty background music in the 
elevator. He much preferred listening to the soft sound of Izzy breathing out carcinogenic smoke. The guy had 


the nonchalance of one of those private investigator or contract killer characters in an old Hollywood film noir. 


Izzy caught Axl staring and acknowledged him with a side smile. Axl didn't know why but he felt a cold shiver 
run down his spine with the brief look Izzy gave him. Anticipation for the band's bright future, most likely. 


Axl shifted on his feet and glanced at the LED display on top of the doors when he felt the elevator slow down 
The indicator showed -I but the doors didn't open, and even if the speed of the elevator had decreased 


sensibly, it didn't stop. 
Soon enough, the display showed -2. 


Axl frowned and checked the floor button he had pushed when they had stepped into the elevator. It was 
showing -I with a light blue glow, confirming he had pressed the right floor. 


"What the hell? It didn't stop" 

Axl turned to look at Izzy who was peacefully taking a drag from his cigarette, looking at nothing in particular. 
"Hey, Izz, look," Axl said as he nudged the guitarists shoulder and pointed up at the floor display. 

They were now on -3 

Izzy tilted his head up and stared at the display without saying anything, 

"What the actual fuck?," Axl said out loud 


"Probably just a bug with the display," Izzy shrugged. "It's a skyscraper. We're probably not even at 


groundfloor level." 

"No, can't be. Elevators are fast. We must be downstairs now." 

Izzy continued to smoke, unfazed. 

"When we reach the last floor, it will stop and we will push the button again to go back up," Izzy replied. 
Axl squinted and his hand nervously gripped the bar that was on his side of the elevator. 

"What if there's a problem? Elevators fall down. Maybe we're crashing. Fuck, maybe...” 

"Axl, relax. There's no problem like that.” 

"What do you know? Have you fucking crashed in an elevator before?" 

Izzy smirked. 

"No, the only interesting thing | ever did in an elevator was fucking and snorting coke. Not crashing." 
Axl rolled his eyes. 


"Very funny. Not the right moment.” 


Axl pushed on the stop and alarm buttons, hoping this would stop the elevator and connect them to building 
maintenance or some other emergency assistance. There was obviously something very wrong with the 


elevator's functioning. 


The elevator didn't stop and it seems the emergency connection didn’t start, despite Axl repeatedly pushing on 
the button. 


They were at -7 now and it didn't seem to want to stop. 
"What the..??? What building has seven underground levels of parking?!" 


Axl was clearly worried. Besides the fact that the elevator hadn't stopped at the right floor, he couldn't help 


but notice that there were no buttons showing floors after -3. 

"Izzy, this is insane. Am | dreaming or.. -8° There's no -8! There can't be!" 
Izzy looked up again at the display, seeing what Axl was seeing. 

"Yep. -B it is, reportedly." 

"Holy fuck.. What's happening? Is this some kind of sick joke?!" 

"Ax, calm down" 

"No way am fucking calming down! We gotta do something!" 

Izzy sighed. 

"Do what?" 

‘|... Don't know. And for fuck's sake, can you look a bit worried?! Seems like am the one panicking for no reason!" 
"Maybe it's for no reason. Let's wait till it stops." 

"Wait?! Like.. WAIT?! | don't want to free fall and crash down!" 

"We're not crashing. Can't you feel it's moving slower?" 

"| don't give a damn it moves slower. It moves, we're at -10 nowIll" 


Axl kicked the elevator door with his foot. 


"Jesus fucking Christ!" 
"tll stop, ok?" 


Izzy let his finished cigarette fall on the floor and killed it with his boot. He was already reaching for his pack 


to get a new one when Axl grabbed his wrist and gave him a murderous look. 


"And don't light up any other. What if we're stuck in here for hours while they fix this and get us out? | don't 


want to be suffocating." 


Izzy sighed and held up his other hand to let Axl know he was giving up. Axl let go of his wrist and passed a 


nervous hand in his hair. 
"How can this not worry youl? | get you're Mr. Cool but come on, Izz.. This is insane!" 


Izzy's only response was to roll his shoulders a few times and tuck himself into the back corner of the 


elevator. 

"It will stop, right? What fucking non-sense would it be if it didn't?" 

Axl looked at him. Izzy really wasn't worried, nor bothered. His voice was soft and calm. This was not an act. 
"| don't know what non-sense it is... It's like a Twilight Zone episode." 

Izzy nodded. 


"Good show. Remember when we were watching reruns on the crappy tv set in the back of the tour bus? 


Steven complaining there was not enough sex in the episodes? That dumbass... 


Axl was getting close to full-blown exasperation at Izzy's laidback demeanor but he took a couple of deep 


breaths, trying to remember some of the tricks his therapist would recommend in such situations. 


There was no point screaming and exploding. Maybe it was for the best that Izzy was so calm. If Axl had 
another stressed out person with him in the lift, it would be worst, right? 


Axl didn't like to ask for help but at this point, he had no choice. It was time to call Beta. He got his phone and 


looked at the screen. There was no connection. 
"You gotta be fucking kidding me," he hissed. 
"What now?" 


"No network!" 


Izzy shrugged. 
"Yeah, well, at -I2, not surprising, huh?" 


Axl's eyes widened when he checked the floor indicator and saw -I2 morph into -13 and then all of a sudden 


the display started to flash and the LED numbering got all jumbled up. 


"Th-this... ls not fine," Axl said a bit shakily, his eyes glued on the display, where numbers had reappeared, stil 


negative ones, and they were now changing so fast he could barely make them out. 


He could not detach his gaze and when the display finally stopped changing, Axl blinked and passed a hand over 


his face, just to make sure. 
-bbb 


Izzy let out a sigh and pushed himself off the side wall. He turned around to look at himself in the mirror 
panel that was covering the back of the elevator. He adjusted his shirt collar and then turned around to face 


Axl. 


Axl looked at him and backed off immediately. Izzy's eyes had turned into jet black orbs. No pupil, no iris, no 
white. Just an impossible glossy blackness staring back at him. 


"Wh... What...2" 
‘Sorry for all the drama. Not my idea but that's how they roll," Izzy deadpanned. 


The elevator doors opened. A giant creature with the body of a man and the head of a bull was standing a few 
feet away, apparently waiting for them. 


‘Long time no see, Jeffrey." 

Izzy stepped out and nodded at the creature who must have been over 8 feet tall 

"You know | like to keep to myself." 

The tall man snapped his fingers and two undefined greyish looking forms materialized by his side. 

"We got a delivery. Take care of it," the man said. 

Axl was petrified, clinging desperately to the handlebars of the elevator. He opened his mouth to start shouting 


for help, for Izzy, for something - anything. One of the ghoulish grey creatures swiftly puts his paw-like hand 
on his mouth. The hand started to grow and extend around Axl's head, morphing into a perfectly fitting gag 


over Axl's horrified face. 
Izzy watched the scene as he got his pack of cigarettes out. 
"Well, fuck me.. That's practical," he said to himself. 


Despite not comprehending what was happening as he was being dragged out of the elevator, Axl could see all 
this seemed perfectly normal to Izzy. He couldn't speak but Izzy easily read the terror on his face and the 


millions of questions in his eyes. 


"Yeah, | know. It's hard to wrap your head around it at first but it is what it looks like it is, Ax. This is Hell 
Literally.” 


The bull-headed man made a gesture so the ghouls stopped in front of Izzy when he started to speak to Axl. 


"Not gonna make it long but you're the curious type and maybe | owe you that much, right? So remember 
when | got sober 30 years ago or so? Well, truth is, | couldn't do it. | was totally fucked and everything | tried 
was a big failure. Therapy, medication, gradually giving up, going cold turkey, hypnosis... All that crap. | tried it 
all. | was fucking miserable and desperate. And then | ran into some let's say interesting people and got 
introduced to.. This Whatever you wanna call it. You know am not a religious guy, so its still a little weird to 


me too. How ironic, huh?" 
Izzy started laughing. 


"Anyway, they helped me quit the drugs and the booze for good. No side effects. It was so easy.. | even had to 
fake side effects ‘cause it would have been too obvious that there was something.. How can | say?.. Unnatural 
about it. ‘course, this wasn't all for free. | had plenty of money but those guys.. They don't want money. So in 
exchange of their help back then, | had to sell my soul. Again, literally. Since then I've done small side jobs for 
these guys. Need to do a few things now and then. No biggie. Well, there was Jeff Buckley, but the others... No 
name kinda people. Nobody talked about them going missing. This order, though.. That was pretty special, as 
you can guess. | will admit | doubted it would work. Turns out am a good actor. ‘cause, you see, | never forgave 
you, man. You're just so full of yourself.. Then and still now. It was pretty easy to have you walk right into my 
game and make you believe | finally saw the light and got wise and wanted to rekindle all what we had and all 
that bullshit.. Am no fool, Ax. | know | plunged into addictions of my own will. But you never really tried to help 
me. And | was your best friend. The one you went to for protection and affection when things were crazy at 
your house with your folks. You forgot quickly. You were too busy building your vision, your band.. Your image 
to the world.. The worse | got, the easier it was for you. Nobody to contradict you or put you back in your 
place, call your bullshit. So.. Yeah. Pretty much that's it. I've held a grudge. Got an opportunity to quench my 
thirst for revenge and took it. And now... 


lzzy looked around and then back at Axl. 


"Now | kinda start feeling better already." 


lzzy smiled and nodded at the tall man. 


The ghouls started walking again, dragging a kicking and flailing Axl into an unusually long and dark corridor 
whose end was nowhere in sight. 


The tall man started to walk away as well and then turned around, 
"Forgot to ask You wanna hang around here a bit?" 

Izzy shook his head. 

"Nah, but thanks for offering. Besides, | have the dogs to take care of" 
Izzy looked at his watch 


"They must be done with their dinner by now. Time to get the hell out of here and go for a digestive walk 
with them." 


The tall man started laughing. 
"Get the hell out of herel Good one, Jeffrey." 
‘Sorry, couldn't resist.” 


Izzy turned around and got into the elevator, pushing on the top floor button to get back to the meeting room 
on the building top floor where he had left the lawyers after they had signed the contract. 


Many floors up, the only traces of Axl's two lawyers were the blood stains on the meeting room carpet floor 
and cushy seats, as well as some shredded bits of expensive wool fabric from their tailored suits, and their 


shoes. The shoes were usually not eaten. Too chewy, even when made of fine Italian leather like these ones. 


Izzy's two fake lawyers were back in their usual shapes - large wolf-like black dogs, sitting on the floor, 


waiting for Izzy to come pick them up and go home. 


